BACK     TO     NATURE

those who bless the land of Babylon, but worship only
light and flames that have no substance, but shift and
flicker like the river mist. Let him die the death."

And with one accord they cried, " Great is Bel!
Great is the god of Babylon ! " And so they con-
tinued crying unto the evening.

But that night three of the priests entered the cham-
ber where the King of Kings lay asleep, having the
crown above his head and the sceptre beside him ;
and in the morning Nebuchadnezzar was no more than
the handful of perishing dust which he had known
himself to be. But fourteen years later the Persian
Cyrus came marching with speed across the eastern
mountains, and entered the city by way of the river
course which he had drained till it was dry. Then
the Wonder of the World began to crumble until it
amounted to no more than a few large heaps of
miscellaneous rubbish, as anyone who passes down the
Euphrates may now see upon his way.

On the November morning after the mirage had
vanished, I was able to reach the bridge at Felujah,
and so ran across the narrow space of the remaining
desert and came to the Stanley Maude bridge over
the Tigris, and to Baghdad, which itself was once a
great and famous city but now was fading away in
mud which surged up to the belly of any horse.